MAN IS IRON TOO

become chilled if they were not constantly
stirred. The whole charge must be mixed
and mixed as it steadily thickens so that it
will be uniform throughout. I am like some
frantic baker in the inferno kneading a batch
of iron bread for the devil's breakfast.

"It's an outrage that men should have to
work like this," a reformer told me.

"They don't have to," I replied. "Nobody
forced me to do this. I do it because I would
rather live in an Iron Age than live in a world
of ox-carts, Man can take his choice."

The French were not compelled to stand in
the flame that scorched Verdun. They could
have backed away and let the Germans
through. The Germans would not have killed
them. They would only have saddled them
and got on their backs and ridden them till
the end of time.

And so men are not compelled to face the
scorching furnaces; we do not have to forge
the iron that resists the invading cyclone and
the leveling earthquake. We could quit cold
and let wild nature kick us about at will. We
could have cities of wood to be wiped out by
conflagrations; we could build houses of mud
and sticks for the gales to unroof like a Hot-
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